70 The Tragedy ofO thello 

Oth. Let me fee your eyes *- looke in my face. 

Def. What horrible fancy’s this ? 

Oth. Someofyourfun£lionmiftri(Iej 
Lcaue procreants alone, and (hut the dore, 

Coffe,or cry hcm,if any body come, 

Your miftery.yourmiftery ; nay difpatch. Em. 

Bef. Vpon my knecsjwhat does yourfpcech import? 

I vnderfland afury inyour words, 

But not the words. 

Oth. Why,what art thou ? 

Def. Y OLir wife my Lord, your true and loyall wife. 

Oth. Come.fweareitjdam thyfelfe. 

Lead being like one of heauen,the diuells themfelues 
Should feare to ceafe thee, therefore be double dambd, 
Sweare thou art honeft. 

Def. Heauendothtruely know it. 

Oth. Heauen truely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell. 
Def. To whom, my Lord,with whomPhowamifalfe? 

Oth. O Defdemona,i\NSiy^iLWiy,a.v/zy. 

Def. Alas the heauy day, why do you weepe ? 

Am I the occafion of thofe teares my Lord ? 
if haply you my father doe fufpeft. 

An Inflrument of this your calling backe. 

Lay not your blame on me ; ifyou haue left him, 

Whyl haue left him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heauen 
To t ry me with affli £lion,had he ram’d 
All kindes of fores, and fhames on my bare head, 

Steep’d meinpoutrty,to the very lips, 

Giuen tocaptiuity,me and my hopes, 

I fhould haue found in fome part of my foule 
A drop of patience; but alas,tomakc me 
Afixed figure, for thetimeoffcorne. 

To point his flow vnmouing fingers at — oh, oh. 

Yet could I beare that too,well,very well. 

But there : where I haue garner’d vp my heart, 

Where either I muft liue,or beare no life. 
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11 ThetoUntaine,from the which my currant ruiines, 

* ^ Orelfedrycs vp , to be difcarded thence, 

keepe it as a Cefterne, for foule Toades 
To knot and gender in .• turne thy complexion there. 

Patience thy young and rofe-lip’d Cherubin, 

T here looke grim as Hell. 

^ J)ef 1 hope my noble Lord efteemes me honeft. 

Oth. O I, as fummers flies, are in the fhambles. 

That quicken euen with blowing : 

0 thou blacke wcede.why art fo louely faire ? 

Thou fmell’ft fo fweete,that the fence akes at thee, 

Would thou hadft ne’re bin borne. 

Def. Alas, what ignorant fmne haue I committed . 

Oth. Was this faire paper, this moft goodly booke, 

J4ade to wtite whore on ? — What, committed ? 

Heauen flops the nofe at it, and the Moone wmkes. 

The bawdy wind, that kiffes allit meetes, 

Ishufht within the hallow mine of earth. 

And will not heart :-whatcommitted,. impudent (trumpet. 

Def. Byheauenyoudoemewrong. 

Oth. Are not you a {trumpet ? 

Def No, as 1 am a Chriftian ; 

Iftopreferuethis vefTellformy Lord, 

From any hated foule vnlawfull touch, 

Benottobeaflrumpet,! am none. 

Oth. What,notawhore? 

Dej. No,asIfliallbefaued. Emilha. 

Oth, Iftpoffible? 

Def O heauen forgiuenelfe. 

Oth. I cry you mercy, 

Itookeyoufor that cunning whore ofy enice. 

That married with : you miftrilTe, 

That haue the office oppofite to S. Peter, 

Andkeepesthe gates in hell,I,you,you,you; 

Wchadone our courfe; there’s money for your paines, 

Ipray you turne the key, and keepe our counfell. Exit • 

Em. Alas,what does this Gentleman conceiue ? 
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